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         With a simple airline sleeping mask over my eyes and a loosely tied skipping rope around my wrists and ankles, the plane takes off, taking me to new heights.

         All I can say is, straighten your seats and fasten your belts because this flight is about to beat anything you’ve ever experienced before!


1. Before Take-Off


I prefer to get onboard without luggage, so that’s what I do. First, I take a nice shower, dry off, and with an exciting flutter in my stomach, I walk into the bedroom. I close the door behind me and climb into the bed. I say ‘climb’ because the bed is pretty tall. I pull the curtains which cast a thick shadow across the bedroom. I like it, and I start to feel myself getting horny; the familiar ache in my testicles begins to make itself known. My whole stomach’s throbbing and I can even feel my blood pumping.

         In a bid to make myself comfortable, I lie on my back and spread my legs. It’s not long until take-off now. I pull the sleeping mask over my eyes and wait patiently for the rumble of the engines. I have time to think about all of my expectations before the door opens and the sound of your footsteps pour in.

         I take a deep breath, and we’re both completely quiet. I immediately get a hard-on. My dick’s lying there and swaying over my stomach. I can feel the draught enter the room as you move silently. I can’t see you, but I wait with anticipation and excitement. I have to surrender myself, release control, and just try to enjoy everything – and to be enjoyed by you!


Soon, I feel your big, warm hands around my wrist. Carefully, you place the rope around my wrist and tie it to the bedpost. You take a few steps, and I can hear you breathe, and I notice a few drops of cum already dripping down my stomach. Tension and expectation fill the bedroom, and my dick twitches up and down all on its own.

         You fasten one of my ankles to the footboard, then the other. My legs are parted carefully, and I start to breathe heavily. My ballsack tightens upwards, almost up over my ass and crotch. My dick cannot stop twitching and dripping. It isn’t long before you move to the other side of me and fasten my other wrist. I’m lying here all exposed and full of desire and lust. I can feel the load I’m carrying between my legs. It’s enormous and heavy, and it seems to grow just because you are here – and because you’re so quiet, and soon you’ll be giving me pleasure. And I’m allowed to enjoy it.


2. In-Flight


It goes quiet. The only thing I can hear is my breathing. I don’t really know where you’re standing in the room. Even though you’re big, you move silently like a panther – an animal. Suddenly, a gust of air whips across my restrained body. I realise you’re leaning over me on one of my thighs. The air you breathe out, tickles me and crosses the inside of my thigh, towards my ballsack and back down to my knee again. I moan loudly just from the sensation. It feels amazing. Soon, you’re breathing on my other thigh. My cock tenses like a drumhead between my legs. I’m already so horny, but I have to hold back. You can make me cum without neither of us touching my dick. It’s amazing. And it’s love.


You suddenly back off and slide away, peeling open the door and disappearing completely. I lie here all alone and waiting. We’re in no rush. It’s incredible. I wriggle as much as I can on the bed. I feel the smell of freshly cleaned sheets, and maybe even my wet dick and quivering ballsack. It smells of bodies in here… and excitement; the best potency enhancer there is.


I hear the door open again, and you’re back in the room. Your steps are heavier. I can hear something splashing. You’re doing something on my left side. I hear water or something wet. And metal. A wave of intense, wet warmth spreads over my ballsack. I shudder and snort from the feeling. Your hand is holding a washcloth and begins washing my balls. I grunt out loud, but I don’t know what you’re doing. Then the cloth disappears, and soon I hear a hissing sound. I recognise it, but I can’t place it. I wail out load and hear myself gasp and whimper as the shaving foam – the cold, fresh shaving foam which smells of menthol – is rubbed into my swollen testicles. I wriggle and try to get up a little to feel your hand through the foam. I’m so fucking horny. I’m completely lost at this moment and could easily disappear. It’s so amazing to go flying with you. But I don’t say a thing; instead, I just lie here quietly and let the foam get rubbed into my skin.
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